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THE HELP YOURSELF 
GARDEN 


Part Three 
erie ODDY had said that “the line had to be drawn some- 


where,” or he might turn into something very unpleasant, 
and Peggy followed his latest transformation with a 
certain amount of anxiety. He first began swelling vis- 
ibly, and soon became very fat, with puffy cheeks, and 
his whole appearance greatly changed, very much 
for the worse. He waddled clumsily as he walked, and 
CO grinned slyly at Peggy in a manner which was, some- 
how, very unpleasant to her. 

“Ha! ha!” he laughed, in a thick, wheezy voice. “ Such nonsense 
that, about drawing the line, you know. There’s really no need to 
draw the line anywhere at all. Let’s forget it. Where did you say you 
were going? Let's go there, wherever it was. Come along!” 

“Why, I think I was going to get a chocolate eclair or something,” 
said Peggy confusedly, “but I can get it myself, thank you. Please 
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don’t trouble to come with me.” She, all at once, began to feel greatly 
oe at the appearance of his great, clumsy looking fellow beside 
er. 

“Pooh! Chocolate eclair, indeed!” jeered the young man. 
“‘Let’s go and get some real, rich, indigestible stuff, like—” 

“Oh! No! No!” protested Peggy, “I’ve really had quite suf- 
ficient. I ought not to have anything else, I’m sure. 

“Oh! come on,” said the young man, grasping her hand, and 
dragging her along with him. “Come and have an ice cream to top 
off with, anyhow.” 

So, though feeling somewhat guilty, Peggy went with him to 
another part of the garden, where, as he had said, all sorts of other 
dainties were growing in the greatest profusion. Here, unable to re- 
sist, she gathered some ice cream, which grew in various colored cones, 
on low bushes, and were very easy to reach. 

The white ones, she found, were flavored with vanilla; the pink 
ones were strawberry; the yellow ones, orange; the green ones, mar- 
aschino, and the brown ones, caramel. Oh! yes, she tasted them all, 
and, while she was sampling the ices, nibbled at some little cakes which 
grew close by. 

They were really so delicious that she quite failed to realize she 
had eaten a great many more than she ought; and she had been so in- 
terested in what she was doing that she had quite lost sight of her com- 
panion. 

She found him presently, sitting disconsolately at one of the mush- 
room tables, surrounded by a lot of empty dishes, with his head in his 
hands, and looking most unhappy. 

“T’ve just found out who I am,” he said, offering to Peggy as she 
approached, a card which he had evidently been studying. 

The words Greedy Ness, were written upon it. 

“*Just call me Greedy,” said the fat young man, thickly, “and 
leave it at that;” and he sighed deeply. 

““You seem to be very unhappy about something,” said Peggy 
solicitously. ‘“Won’t you please tell me what it is?” 

“You're declared Greedy Ness. 

“What do you mean?” demanded Peggy. 

““You’re what I’m unhappy about,” explained Greedy. “I’m 
so sorry for you, you know.” 

“Why should you be sorry fer me?’ asked Peggy, in surprise. 

“Well,” returned Greedy, evasively, “somebody has got to pay for 
all this,” and he swept his hands vaguely over the empty dishes. “I’m 
sure / can’t, so you'll have to, before we can get out of here.” 

“Pay,” gasped Peggy, feeling herself turning very red, as she 


“The bull crashed in amongst them.” 
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nervously put her hand into her pocket to feel, if, by any chance, she 
had any money there. ‘Why, I didn’t know we had to pay anything. 
It said it was a ‘help-yourself’ garden outside, you know. I thought 
that everything was free.” 

“So it is, up to a certain point,” declared Greedy, gloomily ; “but 
don’t you remember what it said about ‘watching your step’? And 
how you were warned about going too far in? If we had drawn the 
line, and not have gone beyond it, there would have been nothing to 
pay. As it is we didn’t draw the line, and have gone far beyond where 
it would have been if we had drawn it; and we shall have to pay pretty 
heavily before we can get out of here, I am afraid. Have you any 
money at all>” 

Peggy turned her pocket inside out, and then shook her head. 

Greedy shrugged his shoulders in a despairing manner. 

“Then there’s only one thing left to be done,” he declared. 

““What is that?’’ asked Peggy, apprehensively. 

“You must ride the bull through the china shop, and get out that 
way, he announced, with finality in the tone of his voice. 

“Oh! dear! Oh! dear!” cried Peggy, to whom this proposition 
sounded very alarming. “‘Isn’t there some other way? Couldn’t we 
get out by the way we came in?” 

“Not now,” declared Greedy. ‘““We’ve gone past the line, and 
the only way now is through the china shop. We'll have to go out 
that way, unless you are prepared to pay cash money.” 

“Oh! how I wish we had drawn the line, as you suggested when 
you were Moddy,” grieved Peggy, “and not gone beyond it.” 

“Yes, people always say that when it’s too late,” remarked 
Greedy Ness, gloomily. “But I'll tell you what I'll do,” he added, 
brightening up, “just to show you that I am a good fellow at heart. I 
got you into this mess, and I'll get you out of it. I'll turn myself into 
a bull and you can get on my back, and I'll carry you through the 
china shop, myself.” 

““But—but—”’ protested Peggy, in great agitation. But before 
she could get any further, she could see that Greedy was gradually 
losing his shape and taking on that of a huge, ungainly four-legged 
creature, with formidable horns, and a flourishing tail. 

Peggy was greatly terrified when she beheld this transformation, 
and fled for protection under the mushroom table. 

“If you want to get home at all, you must get on my back,” bel- 
lowed the creature, pawing the ground, and whisking his tail about in 
a ferocious manner. “Pooh! You needn’t be afraid! I’m not nearly 
so bad as I look. I’m only an Irish bull, you know; and an Irish bull 
never hurt anybody yet. Come along! Get on my back, and I’ll have 
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you through the china shop, and home, before you can say Jack Rob- 


inson. 

There seemed, to poor distracted Peggy, nothing else to do; so, 
with fear and trembling, she crept from under the mushroom table, 
and shivering with apprehension, she got onto the top of this, and so, 
onto the back of the Irish bull, who had considerately backed up 
against the table for her benefit. 

She was no sooner on his back than the Irish bull, with a swish of 
his tail, was off at a gallop, headed directly for a large, square, glass 
building which appeared amongst the trees, having, as Peggy could 
see, its large doors wide open. 

A gaily colored parrot flew overhead, screaming: “Take the 
bull by the horns! Take the bull by the horns!” and Peggy clung on 
with might and main, while the crazy bull dashed inside the building, 
which was filled with high stacks of china cups and saucers, jugs, and 
other dishes. 

The Irish bull crashed in amongst them, scattering them in all 
directions; and the clatter and confusion caused by the broken china 
falling all about her, caused Peggy to—awake! safe and snug in her 
own little bed at home, after her remarkable adventure in Dreamland. 
(The End.) 


THE ANSWERED PRAYER 
SyBiL JACKLIN (Age 11) 


The arithmetic teacher announced that he was going to give the 
children only twelve minutes in which to work and hand in their prob- 
lems. “So, get to work,” said he. The command struck such a bug- 
a-boo of fear into my heart that I just knew I couldn’t get the problems 
finished in so short a time, and sure enough, I didn’t get all of them 
right. My grade was 64, and any one who did not get 70 failed. 

Greatly troubled, I went home and told Mother of the new ruling 
about the lessons. Mother said, “Why, dear, you're just afraid. You 
understand how to do your arithmetic, don’t you?” “Yes, Mother,” 
I said, “but twelve minutes are not enough.” “Well, I don’t believe 
the teacher means to be unreasonable,” answered Mother. “‘Just be 
silent a little before lesson time tomorrow, and say a prayer, and see if 
you don’t do better.” 

I did as Mother advised, and finished my problems within three 


minutes and was marked 100 on them. 
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ISH I knew just what kind of story to tell you today. 
Have been thinking for quite a while, and none of you 
seem to tell me just what you are wondering about. | 
Some of you are reading books, some are playing in the 
woods, and the rest of you are doing various things that 
interest you. Vacation has come and you are all ready 
for something really active. What shall it be? 

“Tell us a fairy story, Peter Pan,” I hear some one 


saying. 

Ha! ha! ha! I thought you wanted something active to do. I 
did not suppose for one minute that you would like to sit down and hear 
fairy stories. That would be too much like school. 

“But we don’t have to sit down, do we, Peter Pan?” 

Well, no—I guess not, only most folks sit down while they listen 
to stories, don’t they > 

“Yes, but we do not have to do it that way.” 

No; of course not. Suppose we invite one of the fairies to take a 
walk with us. 

““That’s it, Peter Pan! Let’s take Hop-o-my-thumb along.” 

But he is no fairy. 

-““But the story about him and his brothers is a fairy story; and 
if we take him along, he could make it interesting.” 

Well, suppose we go along with Hop-o-my-thumb. He was a 
good guide, and perhaps he can show us a lot of things, and tell us a 
lot of things which we might overlook. 

H “*That’s the best idea of all, Peter Pan; but where will we find 
im?” 

Why, he is right here, and all we have to do is to follow him. 
First of all, Mr. Hop-o-my-thumb, I think your name is entirely too 
long. What do you say that we call you? 
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**Just call me Hop.” 

All right, Hop; hop along now, and take us for a good walk in 
the woods. Take us for the walk that the story tells about, and we 
shall appreciate it very much. 

“T’ll do that, for I still have the seven-league boots that I got from 
the giant, so you will all have to step lively if you keep up with me.” 

But can’t you get some seven-league boots for us, too? 

“Of course. Don’t you know yet that any kind of boots will do, 
if you know the secret? It isn’t the kind of boots that counts, but the 
feeling which you get inside of you.” 

You are right, Hop, but tell us more about it. 

“Well, when you receive a gift that pleases you, it gives you a 
kind of light feeling inside. This is only a wee bit of the sort of feeling 
which gives the boots their magic. Then too, did you ever notice how 
quickly the time passes when you are doing something you love to do, 
and how slowly it passes when you are waiting to do something which 
you are eager to do? That is the way that time and space are over- 
come by these seven-league boots. They are so interesting, and they 
make you feel so good, that a long walk or a long run is over before 
you know it. The more interested you are and the more you enjoy it, 
the sooner, it seems, it is over.” 

Thanks, Hop; that is a splendid way of explaining it, and I am 

sure that we shall all be wearing magic boots before long. That is, 
all our boots and shoes will become magic, and I think now that we 
shall be able to keep up with you. 
“All right, come along now, and in a moment we shall be beside 
the stream where I picked up the pebbles to mark my way back home. 
From here we will go to the dense place in the woods, where I was lost. 
It was terribly dark there, I can tell you, but it was easy enough for me 
to find my way back, for each little pebble was a sure guide. But the 
next time I was lost, I had a hard time, and I had to use bread crumbs. 
But even at that, I learned a lot of things I would not have learned in 
any other way. If I had found my way back to the house that time, 
I might never have learned about the giant. That was terribly scary for 
a while, but as there is a way to meet everything i in life, so there was a 
way of escape from the giant.’ 

You surely did find a way out, Hop, and a right clever escape it 
was. Just what are you, anyway? You are more than a tiny little 
boy, to do such big things. 

’ “Tt isn’t the size that counts. It is sticking to it, and never giving 
up, that wins. You know, everything contrives to help the fellow who 
will not give up. That is, of course, if he is doing the right thing.” 

Then your name is really “‘Never-give-up,”” isn’t it? 
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““Yes, but it is more than that, because there is something in me 
that makes me ‘Never-give-up,” and that is faith. My mother always 
taught me that there is a way to work out everything, and | believe it.” 

That is very interesting, and now I wonder if you can tell us what 
the giant’s real name is. 

“That is easy: His name is Doubt. He is just the shadow of the 
opposite of faith, and you know what large things shadows sometimes 
get to be. If you play the game of ‘Never-give-up,” you will always 
find the way out. ‘Never-give-up’ will kill all the doubts in your mind 
and let you go free, if you play the game right. Finally the big doubts 
and fears will destroy themselves, and you will then find your way 
home. The new courage that you gain in overcoming some big giant 
makes you a giant, even though you may be small. That is, you can 
do big and important things, and that is what makes life worth while.” 

Thanks, Hop-o-my-thumb, you have told us an interesting and 
helpful story. We must be off now, and we hope to see you again, 
some time. Won't you join our Peter Pan club and be one of us all 
the time ? 


CHERRY BLOSSOM. TIME 


hor 
> KORY CR 
/ 
> 


i 


WEE WISDOM 


The PROMISE 


Chapter Seven 


AGGIE,” said Mrs. Cary, as she held her closely, “I 
see it all now. I’ve been thinking too much about the 
little child the dear Father is keeping for me, and for- 
getting the one at my side.” . 

“And I forgot I was a Promise, and I didn’t 
make my lights shine so you could see me,” whispered 
the child. 

But here the telephone bell rang, and Mrs. Cary 
answered it. 

“Maggie,” she said, “Maggie, after you've had your breakfast, 
you come upstairs with me and I'll put one of—of—my other little 
Maggie’s white dresses on you. Then you're to take some candles up 
next to Harrison’s. That lazy boy ain’t going to call you names 
again. 

“‘He’s just a Promise that forgot,” said the happy child. “And we 
must help him to remember.” 

Nevertheless, it was with beating heart that a little white-robed 
figure neared the Harrison house, for under a tree, near the gate, sat the 
two Harrison boys. 

At first John looked surprised. Then he shouted, “What’s the 
matter with the rainbow? It’s all faded out.” 

Margaret forgot herself in her eagerness to tell her wonderful 
news. “No, it isn’t, John,” she cried, as she ran up to the astonished 
boy. “The lights are all there, only you can’t see them, because you've 
forgotten.” 

“Forgotten what >?” the boy was surprised to hear himself asking. 

“That you’re a Promise, and that you must make your lights 
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shine,” explained the eager child, as she seated herself on the grass 
beside them. 


Sneering curiosity soon gave way to intense interest, as the boy 
listened to Margaret’s wonderful tale. 

When she had finished, the younger Harrison boy said that he 
could “remember.” 

= suppose it’s because you've been away from there only four 
years,” said Margaret. 

“T feel a burning, too, near my heart,”’ said John, after they had 
been silent for some time. 

“You're remembering! You're remembering!”’ cried the Prom- 
ise Girl, joyfully. 

Just then the children’s aunt, Miss Harrison, came quickly down 
the path. Her face was aglow. 

“Children! Children!” she cried. “I have the most beautiful 
surprise for you.” 

The boys ran toward her. ..““We know,” they shouted, joyfully. 
“Our little sister Promie has come.” 

“‘How did you know?” gasped their aunt. 

““Margaret told us,” explained John. 

thaw her latht night,” lisped the Harrison child who remem- 
red. 

Then they all talked at once, until the bewildered woman bade 
them be still. When they had become quiet, she turned to Margaret, 
and said, 

““Now, child, tell me what you mean by such queer talk.” 

And Margaret, looking earnestly into the beautiful face above 
her, told of her wonderful travels of the night before. 

“And it was no dream,” finished the child, simply. “Black Sam 
says it was a vision.” 

“It was God’s way to help us all remember,” breathed her lovely 
listener. 

Then bidding the child to wait, she went indoors and returned in 
a few minutes with a bunch of hothouse flowers in her hands. 

“Here, Rainbow Gil,” she said gently, “take these to the Mother 
Love of the black Promies.” 

And it was a very happy girl that did her errand next to Har- 
rison’s, and returned home. 

When Mrs. Cary saw the flowers and was told their mission, she 
did an unheard-of thing. She locked the door of her store, that she 
might go with Margaret to see the two black babies. 


(To be concluded.) 
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THE LITTLE LOST FAIRY 
CLARA FLETCHER BAIRD 


Many, many years ago, before you or I or even our grandmas can 
remember, a very wee little fairy was lost from the fairies’ ring, be- 
cause he broke a law of the fairies, for he was selfish. 

It was long, long ago, when the queen of fairies was very young 
and pretty, and all the fairies were happy and good, that the fairies 
made a law that all the fairies should do just as the queen of fairies said. 
She should tell them how many wishes they might have, on every trip, 
for fairies are fond of flying about doing good. 

One day the queen of fairies sent the fairies away to play. She 


‘told them that each one might have ten times ten times ten wishes for 


other fairies and the earth people, but that. for their very own selves 
‘they could have only two. For she wished them always to think of 
good for others first. 

If they wished even two selfish wishes for themselves, Rise would 
break the fairy law and be lost. Then the fairies promised to be good 
fairies and think only of others. 

They flew far, far away. While they were playing hide and 
seek in the tree tops, one of the fairies grew tired. So he sat down on 
the topmost leaf of the highest tree to rest. Soon he began to watch 
the big, round sun very closely. . He thought how much fun it would 
be to wisit the sun in his. big shiny,.castle up, up in the sky. So the 
fairy decided he would visit the sun in his castle. But how was he to 
get there? 

The little fairy aed: think of many ways, but none would do. 
His wings were too thin to carry him all the way. Even the fairies 
can’t walk for a very long time in the sky without falling, and there was 
no place he could rest except on the edge of a cloud, and there he 
would get all damp and chilly. So the fairy Jay on the topmost leaf 
of the highest tree and thought - and thought. How was he to visit the 


sun? 

Then he remembered, the fairy queen ad given all the fairies two 
wishes for themselves.. He would just use one of his wishes and wish 
he was visiting the sun. The little fairy shut his eyes real tight and 
wished. Then he felt his wish coming true. He was sailing up, up in 
the sky. Meanwhile, the other fairies grew tired of playing and 
started home. So they hunted and hunted for the little fairy, and at 
last flitted home without him. .When the fairy queen. heard the tiny 
fairy was gone she was sad. She said: “‘He is a little lost fairy—he 
has broken the fairies’ law, for he was selfish and wished first for him- 
self and not for others.” 
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14 WEE WISDOM 
The tiny fairy did have his first wish; soon he was right in the big 
sunshine castle visiting with the sun. The sun invited him to stay all 
night and the fairy liked the sun so very much he said he would like to, 
but — could he do while the sun was away making light for the 
world? 

The sun said: ‘Well, you may play in the garden, or in the 
paint room.” 


So the tiny fairy skipped away to play in the sun’s paint room. 


~ He liked the paint room, and he had much fun mixing different paints 


and daubing the sky walls. Then the fairy began to wonder why the 
sun never painted the sky in the west like he did in the east. The more 
he wondered about this, the more he thought how nice it would be to 
be the sun’s painter and paint the western sky every evening. Then 
the tiny fairy wished his second wish. He wished to be the sun’s 
painter. 

When the sun came home, the fairy told the sun; the sun was 
glad, but he said, “Little fairy, do you wish to paint the sky just to 
please yourself? You know the fairies and the moon and the stars and 
~ sun must always think of the earth people first, for they need all 

etime.” 

Then the little fairy hung his head. He'thought how very selfish 
he was. “Oh!” he said, “I am a little lost fairy, because I have been 
so selfish, but from now on I shall think of others. I will paint the 
western sky so pretty it will make the earth people happy to see the 
sky. They will call it the sunset.” 

The little fairy is always very busy mixing his colors and working 
away, but sometimes he gets very homesick; then he puts dull colors in 
the sky. But all the time the little lost fairy tries to think only of the 
earth people and what beautiful pictures he can paint for them, to help 
make them good and happy. 


A QUESTION 
I thought that foreign children 


Lived far across the sea, 
Until I got a letter 
From a boy in Italy. 
“Dear little foreign friend,”’ it said, 
As plainly as could be! : 
Now I wonder which is “foreign,” 
That other boy, or me? 
—Junior Red Cross News. 
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WHEN MOTHER WAS A LITTLE GIRL 
EMMA HENDERSON 
OTHER,” begged little Ruth, “tell me about when you 


and Uncle Ernest were little like I am.” 

Mother was trying to read, so she sweetly refused. 
Ruth lay quietly on the floor, pushing against the wall 
with her little bare feet, saying nothing, but her eyes 
were lonely. So Mother repented, and began to try 
to think of something that would interest her wee 
daughter. A bird’s nest in the eaves on the house next 
door attracted her attention, and it recalled to her mind 
an exciting incident in her own life, so she began: 

““When I was a little girl, I loved to swing better than anything 
else. Papa made me a swing in a big live oak tree, in the back yard. 

The limb that held my swing was so high from the ground that I could 
touch the roof of the kitchen with my toes, when I swung my highest. 
When I pumped real hard my back would hit the branches of the tree 
on the other side. I spent many happy hours swinging, or ‘letting the 
old cat die,” and I thought of very little else. But one day, I learned 
something that I liked as much as I did the swing. 

“It happened this way: Uncle Ernest asked me to get him a 
pair of old breeches out of the house, so he could run away and go 
swimming. I wouldn’t. Then he said he knew something that | 
would give anything to know about, but that he wouldn’t tell me unless 
I went and got those breeches for him. He looked wise, squinted his 
eyes, and said he could see it right then. So at last I went and got 
what he wanted. , Then he confided to me that there was a mocking 
bird’s nest, high up in the top of another tree in the yard. I wouldn't 
be satisfied until Uncle Ernest gave me a foot lift up into the tree. I 
climbed clear out on the limb and what do you suppose I found in the 
nest? Well, I will tell you: five little, green, speckled eggs. [| never 
did want to do anything so badly as I wanted to take some of those 
‘cute little eggs; but Ernest told me to wait awhile, until some baby 
mocking birds hatched out of them. — He said that we then could start 
a show with the birds. Anyway, the mother bird was watching me 
and scolding at me. I felt I would rather sneak up there and take 
them sometime when she was away. Still, my hands fairly itched to 
hold those sweet little eggs. I think I would have stayed up there all 
day, if Ernest had not said he was going swimming; and if I did not 
come, he would leave me to get down the best way I could. 

“For a time Ernest hired me to do what he wanted, by giving me 
a push up into that tree, and then a lift down. One morning he helped 
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me up, and I almost fell out of the tree, for instead of five eggs in the 
nest, I saw five little mocking birds. I laughed and shouted when they 
opened their big red mouths and cried, “Peep, peep. Their mother 
and father certainly did fuss when they came back with some worms 
and found me there. I began to crawl down right away. 

“Every day I went to see them, and carried them more than one 
fat worm. Then Exnest and I began to plan for the big show. Exnest 
had a set of tools that Papa gave him, so he made a little house of four 
rooms for the birds, but he made me get the birds. I did not mind the 
job at first, but when the poor little mother bird cried, and even tried to 
knock my hand out of the nest by flying against it, I wanted to let 
them stay in their home. But Ernest made fun of me, and said if I 
didn’t get them, he would; and then the show would be all his. So I 
took four of them—the house had only four rooms, you know—and 
besides I couldn’t bear to take that last one away from the mother. 

““We started the show at once. We charged a penny, but most 
of the children came in ‘on time’—promising to pay us when cotton 
picking time came—and it was then only May. We tried to feed the 
poor little birds, but they would not eat. 

“That evening at the supper table, Mother said that the mocking 
birds in the big tree had been acting as though some one had bothered 
their babies. She asked Ernest outright if he had taken them. When 
he said, ‘No,’ Mother gave us a long talk about how it broke the poor 
parent birds’ hearts to have their babies stolen. Then she asked us how 
we thought she would feel if some one should steal one of us? It was 
all I could do to keep from crying, but Ernest kept shaking his head at 
me not to. After I had gone to bed, I kept feeling worse and worse. 
Something in my heart ached, and I felt that I could not stand it. At 
last I could bear it no longer, so I woke Mother up and told her all 
about it. She said that God’s voice was in my heart telling me to undo 
the wrong I had done. She helped me to get up into the tree, and | 
gladly put the baby birds back in their nest. If I ever saw anything in 
my life that was happy it was that little mother bird, but I was almost 
as happy as she in getting that heavy lump out of my heart. And then 
the little birdies ‘tweeted’ too sweet for anything. 

“Next morning Ernest started to open the show, but found his 
birds had flown. I told him what I had done, and he seemed to be 
glad, too; for Mother’s talk had made him unhappy in knowing he 
was causing suffering. 

en we visit Grandpa next summer, you can hear some of 
those little birdies’ great-great-grandchildren singing. You can ‘find 
their nests, too, but you must not bother the eggs nor the baby birds, 
either.” And Ruth said she wouldn't. 
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The stream comes down from the distant hill, 
And turns the wheel of the old stone mill. 


> 


Then under the iron bridge it goes, 
And through the meadow it smoothly flows. 


It sweeps and turns in the stony land, 
And breaks in ripples upon the sand. 


Around the boulders it tumbles white; 
In the shade of the bluff, it is dark as night. 
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‘Some places I jump from side to side, 


And some I wade, where it spreads out wide. 


When I want a drink, I dip my tin 
To the current where the spring flows in. 


The horses come to its edge to drink; 
It makes a home for the furry mink. 


The minnows play in the shallows clear, 
Or hide away when my skiff draws near. 
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The turtle sleeps on the sunny bank; 
The muskrat hides in the rushes rank. 


The harebell nods and the wild flags bloom; 
The wood thrush sings from the thicket's gloom. 


The grass is deepest along its edge 
Where the Big Rock lifts its tall gray ledge. 


The trees lean forward to make it cool, 
Where the cattle stand in the marshy pool. 


Sometimes it leaps; sometimes it lags; 
It whirls in eddies between the crags. 
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Where the banks come down to the water's brim, 
It slips away through the forest dim. 


I think sometime I shall follow it, 
Through the woodland where the gray owls flit. 


In far new lands, I would travel, too; 
I would sing and run, as its waters do. 


For as I, it may be oft perplexed 
By the question, “What is coming next?” 


And should I seek where its green banks wind, 
No doubt the answer we both should find. 
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WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—A\ll reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. : 

Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five sub- 
scriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at one time; 
send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail you a cap. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so 
many Boosters that we cannot write for you: 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have a lovely demonstration to tell you. My sister 
Joy’s tiny kitten was kicked by the coach mule, and when our mother picked it 
up, every one said it was dead. Mother asked me to treat it, and I did. It got 
better, and now it can walk. My heart is full of singing. With love from 
—Colin Campbell Plumstead, Umtali, S. Rhodesia, S. Africa. 

Don’t you have the most comfortable feeling in your heart when you have 
used God’s wonderful law of life and health? ‘This is a splendid demonstration, 
Colin, and we are glad you did not give up to appearances. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI treated my brother when he was ill with fever, and 
he got better in an hour. Do the Wees like to hear about Truth victories like 
these? We do! Love from—Harry Campbell Plumstead, Umtali, S. Rho- 
desia, S. Africa. 

(Harry’s mother adds this note: Little four-year-old Harry treated this 
case quite alone. The sick child’s fever ran to 103, at the time Harry treated 
him. In an hour the little patient sat up and drank some barley water, 
then went to sleep, after which he wakened quite well, and began playing about.) 

It is wonderful what the faith of a little child will do. The Father is very 
close to the heart of a child, and we want every Wee and Booster to realize 
what an opportunity is his, as God’s helper. Bless you, Harry!. You are 
certainly letting your light shine. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much, especially the letters, and | 
am learning to be a good Booster. I wish some of the Wees would write to me. 
I recently made one hundred in a civil government test, and I know it was due to 
the as that I asked God’s help before it began. Here is a little verse I wrote 
myself: 

My heart was heavy, and | was sad, 

Till God came to me and made me glad. 

Yours in Faith—Alice Karsch. 


Alice’s letter and her little verse show that she has learned to make of God 
a real companion. This is what he longs to be to each of us. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. It helps me in 
my school work and my music, and when I finish reading the little magazine I 
feel that I would like to do something for some one, but there is no one here who 
needs help, that I know of. I wish some of the Wees would write to me. Yours 
lovingly—Madeleine Thompson, Arlington, Wash. 

Suppose you try holding the healing thought for those who ask for help in 
this month’s issue of Wee Wisdom, Madeleine. Every good thought you send 
out helps somebody, even though you may not know it. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I want very much to join the Booster Club. I am 
trying to get my schoolmates together, to see if I can form a club. I am also 
saving my money to send Wee Wisdom to some friends and relatives, so that I 
can get a Peter Pan cap. Are there any Boosters or subscribers of Wee Wisdom 
who live in Hampton, or Newport News? I wish some of the Wees would 
write tome. My address is A-1,.box 62. We are having a thunder storm now; 
don’t you love them? With loads of love to all the Wees—Olive Downing, 
Hampton Va. 

You are a true Booster for Wee Wisdom, Olive, and we are: glad to 
welcome you to the club. We trust the other Boosters in your vicinity will note 
your request and write you. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I just love you, and I want to join the Booster Club. ~ 
I am going to try to get five more subscribers for you, soon. I wish some of the 
ae would write to me. Your loving friend—Harriet Watkins, Cloquet, 

inn. 

P. S.—The little girl who dictated this letter was born with a strange 
affliction. She has never had the use of her legs, and has but slight use of her 
arms. She is trying to apply the truths of Wee Wisdom to her daily life, and, 
indeed, we see a marked change in her. She composes very pretty stories, and 
some day I shall send you one.—Mrs. Watkins. 

Remember, Harriet, that God made every member of your body for you to 
use. Begin to praise and thank him that you are entirely free from all thought 
of helplessness. God is your health—you can’t be sick. 


My Dear Wees—lI wish I could express my thoughts of love to you for 
healing me so quickly when I was ill. I hope to pass my final examinations this 
spring. Do you know that in such a case one must say, “I am going to pass,” 
and if he has faith and studies hard, he will pass? If you think you cannot pass, 
then you are sure to fail. Before I took Wee Wisdom, I didn’t get along well 
in school ; but now I say the daily prayers and | find my work much easier. Wee 
Wisdom has visited me two years. I like the ‘Promise Girl,” and the puzzles. 
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Will some of the Wees write to me? Yours truly—Catherine Collins, Offut 
Lake, Wash. 

We are glad to see that Catherine says: “If one has faith and studies hard.” 
It’s the fellow who is willing to combine work with his faith, who will “get there” 
every time, Catherine. 


Dear Wees—I want you to know that I found my Booster pin, and it makes 
me so happy. I had left it at my grandmother’s, out in the country. Two weeks 
ago I fell through the woodshed roof, but God protected me and I was not 
seriously hurt. I enjoy Wee Wisdom so much. I like “The Promise Girl,” 
and the “Help Yourself Garden.” Your loving Wee—Maurine Akers, Pen- 
dleton, Ore. 

Isn’t it wonderful how God protects those who trust in him? It is also 
good to know that nothing is ever lost in Spirit, and no one can take from us that 
which is our own. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you so much that I want to join your Club, and 
I am sending for a pin. I have been trying to be a true Booster. I help my 
mother get hay for the animals, and I gather the eggs, and do many other things 
to help Mother and Father. I am eight years old, and when I find a problem 
in school that seems hard to work, I think that I can work it, because God is my 
wisdom, and then I always get it right. I am in the fifth grade. Yours 
sincerely—John F. Gribble, Medford, Ore. 

We think you’re a wonderful Booster, John, and you are proving that God 
is your help in every need. We know that aug and Father are proud 
of you. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou are very welcome indeed, and | don’t believe 
I have any favorite departments, but I just love you all over. Are there any 
Boosters living near here? If so, I would like them to write to me. I would like 
the Boosters to hold the thought that I may see a very dear friend again, and 
also hold a healing thought for my cat. I try to hold good thoughts for every Wee 
who asks help through Wee Wisdom, and I hope that my light will also shine 
like the Promise Girl’s. I would like to be a Booster. My address is 1233 
Bellevue ave. Your loving Wee—Emily Stewart, Burlingame, Calif. 

Remember, Emily, that God’s perfect wholeness is manifest in everything, 
and in every creature in his universe. You are letting your light shine, little girl, 
and it makes us very happy to know it. 


Dear Wees—I am very much interested in you, and as soon as you arrive, 
I turn your pages to the “Promise Girl,” the Puzzle Page, and the Bible Lessons. 
I am sending you this little verse: 
I must not throw upon the floor, 
The crusts I cannot eat, 
For many a hungry little one 
Would find them quite a treat. 
With love to all the Wees, from—Beatrice Knopfle, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Beatrice is learning that there is no waste in God’s way of doing things, 
and we are very glad. It is good to know the right use of everything, and also 
to remember those less fortunate than ourselves. 


Dear Wees—I would like to join your Club. I must tell you that God 
has wonderfully healed my leg. My mother wrote Unity for prayers, and I 
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thank God that my leg is straight, and that I don’t even limp. I don’t have to 
be carried about, nor use crutches any more. Fourteen pieces of bone came out 
and it is all healing nicely—God’s work. I ask all the Wees to pray with me for 
the complete healing, that I may soon go to school again. I would like some of 
the Wees to write to me. I am sending a little verse: 
“‘God is always with me, 
He is always near, 
And he keeps me happy, 
Other folks to cheer.” 
Your loving Booster—Lillian Bell, Saskatoon, Sask., Canada. 
Evidently Lillian believes that God is always with her, and that he is able to 
heal and restore, for she is reaping the reward of a great faith. Her address is 
226 Ave. E. South, and we feel sure her letters would be helpful to any Booster 


who cares to write to her. 


Dear Wees—I am sending you my address this time, so that other Wees 
may write to me. It is, box 66, R. F. D. 5. Iam also sending you a little poem 


which I like immensely : 
JUST YOU AND I. 

“Tf you and I—just you and I— 

- Should laugh instead of worry; 
If we should grow— just you and I, 
Kinder and tender hearted, 
Perhaps in some near by and by, 
A good time might get started. 
Then what a happy time ‘twould be 
For you and me, for you and me.” 


Lovingly—Margaret Moody, Muncie, Ind. 
We like the little poem, too, Margaret, and we are glad you have sent it 


‘to us. 


Dear Wee Wisdom— I want to thank all who wrote to me, and sent me 
books and magazines, and I want especially to thank those who sent me financial 
help. I am improving, and I know the prayers of the Wees are helping me. I 
want to ask you to continue praying for me, and I shall still be glad to get reading 
matter, or anything that will help to pass the time. Please write to me, Boosters, 
and inclose stamps if you desire a reply. Yours truly—Elmer D. Hagelberg, 
Charles City, Iowa. 

Elmer’s address is, E. Clark St., Charles City, Iowa. We are glad to 
note your faith in prayer, Elmer, and we are knowing for you that you are clothed 
in the beauty of wholeness—God’s wholeness. Remember always to bear in 
mind the image of that which you would see manifest in your body, and you will 
be surprised at your improvement. 


Dear Wees—I have been getting Wee Wisdom for seven months and I 
love it dearly.—Clara Heilman, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
Clara did not give us her full address. 


Dear Boosters—I wish you could all have had as nice a time as I have 
had. I just returned from Bermuda. There are no trains nor trolley cars there, 
and no smoke. It is an island, you know. Nature has done some wonderful 


things there. The climate is lovely and warm, and there are beautiful birds and 
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flowers. The only way to get about is to walk, ride in a carriage, or on a bi- 
cycle. We had to drink rain water, for there was nothing else but salt water. 
I brought home some beautiful coral, and it certainly shows what wonderful 
things are made by nature. We were in some immense caves where water had 
frozen and hung from the top of the caves in long points, and it also came up from 
the bottom of the caves in the same way. In some places it met, and made 
beautiful pillars. It took one hundred years for one cubic inch to form. In some 
of the caves the water is forty feet deep. The coast is beautiful, with big 
rocks and cliffs into which the water has worn big holes. Peter Pan would have 
some wonderful things to tell if he went there, and especially if he took a trip 
under water, where there is so much coral. With love to all the Boosters— 
Dorothy Henry, Philadelphia, Pa. 

What a good letter, Dorothy! We are glad you had the opportunity to 
see so many wonderful things, and we appreciate your sharing them with us in 
this way. Haven’t you something more to tell us? 


Dear Boosters—My best friend, Dicky Summers, has told me of your 
work, and I think you have something to boost for. Dicky loaned me a copy of 
Wee Wisdom, and this morning I read some of the stories to Mother, and each 
time I would stop, she would say, “Read another.”” She enjoyed the stories so 
much that she forgot all about her sore foot and she stood up and walked on it. 
I told a friend about you, and she said she was going to join the Club, and she told’ 
another girl, and she told still another, and we are all interested. Your little 
Booster—Harriette Jane Harrington, Santa Cruz, Calif. 

One of Wee Wisdom’s missions is to help heal the sick, and if it has helped 
your mother we are very glad, Harriette. It would be nice for you and your 
little friends to get together and form a Booster club. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to write you something about our town. It 
is very quiet, but it is very pretty also. On our main street is the church, which 
sets away back from the street. Every Sabbath I take Wee Wisdom to sabbath 
school and read it, for I can get my lesson much better from it than from my 
other Sunday school book. I like all the stories and poems, and I am sending 
you a poem which I wrote myself while watching a pansy plant growing, day by 
day. I watch the sun shine on it and the rain give it a drink, and I have told these 
things in my poem. I will gladly answer any letter that the Boosters will write 
me. Will one of the Boosters kindly tell me if there is a Booster club in 
Lyndhurst? Your loving Wee—Bertha Victoria Wood, Lyndhurst, N. J. 

Bertha’s little poem is very good. We are glad she enjoys the Bible Lessons 
and finds them helpful. 


Dear Wees—I want to join your Booster Club. I have the Wee Wisdom 
Year Book, and I am much pleased with it. I do like Bug-A-Boo-Bill. I say 
the Pillow Verses every morning, noon, and night. Your loving Wee—Con- 
stance Abbott, Canton, IIl. 

Welcome to the Booster Club, Constance. Write us again. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been a silent reader for some months, but now 
I want to tell you how much I enjoy the dear little book. My favorite pages 
are the Bible Lessons. I love to know more about Jesus. [ think it is blessed to 
have such a Helper and when I am in need of help, I pray to our Father, and 
then I thank him for hearing my prayers. I ask him to hear all the others who 
pray to him, also. I suppose you all love sunshine and smiles, as I do. Just 
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think how we can make heavy hearts glad, just by smiling and trying to help a 
person in some way. Let'’s all try to make sunshine everywhere we go. I am 
sending you a little poem. With love—Leona McGuire, Shaw, Miss. 

This is a splendid letter, Leona, and we think we shall have to call you a 
little Sunbeam. Now about that poem—suppose you re-write it, and let the 
little girl find sunshine and a happy home. We all like things with a happy 

i 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to tell you that I have learned to take dis- 
appointments happily. The children in my schoolroom were planning a hike on 
a certain date, but it rained and we could not go. We all felt disappointed, but 
the teacher told us that we would have to face a great many disappointments at 
one timie and another, and we might as well learn to take them calmly. I had 
never thought of it in just that way before, but I tried following the teacher's 
advice, and it worked well. I wish some of the Wees would write to me. My 
address is 70 Church street. How may I be a Booster? Lovingly—Char- 
lotte Elton, Waterbury Conn. 

We are glad you have learned to overcome your disappointments, Char- 
lotte. This makes a happy, sunny, and cheerful disposition, which attracts 
the love of everybody. The only thing required to join the Booster Club is a 
request for membership, so we have enrolled you as a member. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Although you have visited me for a year, I have never 
written to you. I enjoy your stories very much, especially ‘Bill-A-Boo-Bug” 
and “The Promise Girl.” My auntie and I can not get along without you. 
Please pray for me to help me in my studies. I would like to have some of the 
oe write to me. Yours in Truth and love—Marques J. Wilson, Gardena, 

alif 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been taking you for three months now, and I 
have become so interested in the Booster Club that I would like to become a 
member. About a month ago, I mashed the fourth finger on my right hand, and 
my finger nail turned black. I kept saying that it was going to get well. Now 
it is all well, except that the new nail hasn’t grown out all the way yet. This is 
just a little town with about a-hundred people in it, but there are quite a few 
Unity workers and Wees here. Mrs. Hill, who lives here, probably will start 
a Wee Wisdom Sunday school. I would like to correspond with some boy Wee 
in California or Wausau, Wisconsin. Hoping to be a Booster, J remain, Yours 
truly—Osmond Benton, Keene, Calif. - 

You are a Booster, now, Osmond; your request makes you one. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—tThis is the first real letter I’ve ever written to you, 
and you have been visiting me for four years. No matter how busy I am in 
school, I always find time to read something in you. I love to read the letters 
from the other children, and I always read the Bible Lessons. There is no Unity 
church near us, so I go to a church which is as near like Unity as I can find. I 
would like to hear from some of the Wees, and especially from some in New 
York. With love to all the Wees, I am yours in love and Truth—Jane Wylie, 
New York City. 

Jane’s address is 2100 Fifth avenue. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I love Wee Wisdom very much. I like to read the 
letters from the Boosters, and would like to hear from some of them. [I live in 
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a town along the Ohio river. 
Manchester, Ohio. 


_. Martha Lavell, of 3524 Dupont st., Minneapolis, Minn., writes that there 
are four Boosters who have formed the Wee Wisdom Boosters’ Club, and that 
they are going to do their share to make Wee Wisdom grow. Martha asks how 
much the Booster pins cost, and she will find the answer to her question in the 
notes about the Club at the head of this, the Booster Department. We could tell 
you, but this is a suggestion not only to you, but to the hundreds who write us 
asking this question. 

Grace and Hilda Dobson, of Jersey City, N. J., 107 Virginia ave., had 
their mother write a letter to the Wees because they are too young to do so them- 
selves. Grace asked her mamma to write for you Grace’s latest rhyme: 
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Your loving friend—Mary Kathryn Shelton, 


Jack in the corner, 
Stuck in the cup— 
Ate all the sugar up. 


Bessie Dorothy Walters, of Nashville, Tenn., corner of East Greenwood 
and Portor road, tells Wee Wisdom, “I have received two copies of the maga- 
zine since my subscription started, and I enjoy reading it very much. There are 
some very nice little girls living next door to us. ‘We have nice times together, and 
I have shown each one of them one of my Wee Wisdoms.” 

James Sharyer, of Bridgeport, Wash., is working for a Peter Pan cap. He 
wants to know how many subscribers he must get. Answer will be found at the 
head of this department. 

Josephine Carter, of New Bedford, Mass., 40 Beech st., told Wee Wisdom 
something that made her very happy. Josephine was getting only from twenty 
to forty in her arithmetic tests. She asked the Wees for help; since then she has 
received eighty on her test, and she has had three one hundreds on her daily work. 
Now she finds her fractions hard, and she wants you Wees and Boosters to pray 
for her, and help her with this part of her work. Josephine helps herself, too, 
because she says the “Prayer of Faith” every morning and evening. She said 
she would send a collection of her drawings for us to look at, but asked that we 
send them back. We appreciate the kindliness intended; but the truth is, we are 
so busy that we do not have time to inspect the work of the Wees, and if we did 
it for one, we would have to do it for all the thousands of Wees who belong to us. 

Doris Pape, of Newark, N. J., 830 Parker st., has had Wee Wisdom 
visit her for four years, and thinks the magazine is wonderful. Doris has recently 
joined the Booster Club. 

Dorothy Wilson, of San Francisco, Calif., 105 Belvedere st., has just 
joined the Booster Club and desires to form one in her own city. 

Geneva Hamilton, of Turlock, Calif., route 1, box 358 D, writes: “I 
just love to read you all the time—there are so many good things in you. I am 
going to start a Booster Club among my friends at school. I am going to try 
and get a Peter Pan cap. I wear my Booster pin all the time, and I am going 
to boost for you.” 

Margie Andera, of Pukwana, S. D., route 2, wishes that Wee Wisdom 
would visit her every week. Margie has learned some of the Magic Pillows, and 
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thinks they are very helpful. She has “Wee Wisdom’s Way,” and has let 


several of her little friends read it, and they are all enthusiastic over it. Margie 
wants some of the Wees to write to her. 

Mattie Beatrice Hall, of Port Arthur, Texas, thinks that Wee Wisdom :i is 
fine, and says that all her friends are “‘just wild” about Wee. Mattie says that 
her ‘‘mother is proud of her Unity books;” that her “auntie is proud of her Unity. 
books ;”” that she “‘is proud of Wee Wisdom,” and that all the girls at school 
think the magazine is fine, and are going to “get the book.”” Mattie adds, “‘I 
love the story of Peter Pan.” 

Wee Wisdom had a fine little letter from Mary, of Portland, Ore. The 
writing was unusually plain, and yet the last name could not be made out. Unless 
a person has one of the familiar surnames, it is almost impossible to be sure about 
the spelling. We suggest again that each Wee, in writing, print his or her name at 
the end of the letter. . 


Elise M. Clark, of Athens, Ga., Pope and Reese sts., is one of the latest 
Boosters. 

Ruth and Helen Arpke, of Plymouth, Wis., route 5, are now Boosters. 
Ruth says that she is very proud of Wee Wisdom and that she wishes she would 
come to her every week. Helen tells Wee Wisdom how much she loves her and 
she, too, wishes Wee paid weekly visits to her home. Helen has been ill with 
spinal trouble for nine months and she wants the help of the Boosters and some 
letters from them. Now, every little Booster who reads this, stop right here and 


say right out loud, “‘Helen, you are God's perfect child and your back is strong 
and well!’’ Helen, think of yourself as well and strong and running around and 
playing, and know God wants it that way, and soon you will write us that you are 
perfectly well. Silent Unity has also given you its prayers and blessing. Ruth 
shows her appreciation of fine poetry by sending in the following: 


‘There are loyal hearts, there are spirits brave, 
There are souls that are pure and true; 
Then give to the world the best you have, 
And the best will come back to you. 
“‘Give love, and love to your heart will flow, 
A strength in your utmost need ; 
Have faith, and a score of hearts will show 
Their faith in your word and deed.” 


It makes our heart glad to see so many joining the Booster Club. Isn’t it 
jolly to be all united in the one effort to spread sunshine in all the dark corners 
of the world? Here are the new members for this month: 

These are the Boosters who would like to correspond with others: 

Treva Wagner, Arvilla, W. Va.; Lillian C. Cross, Prospect Heights, 
Trenton, N. J.; Jeanette Achenback, Clay Center, Kansas; Maurine Akers, 
909 E. Court st., Pendleton, Ore.; Margaret Irene Moody, Box 66, R. F. D. 
5, Muncie, Ind.; Beatrice Stonehouse, 845 Indiana ave., Toledo, Ohio; Char- 
lotte Budlong, Lake blvd., Albert Lea, Minn.; Helen Cox, Chewalah, Wash.; 
Edith Knox, 350 Pleasant Drive, Beaver Wood, Cedar Rapids, Iowa; Lorene 
Pollard, 2631 E. Twenty-fourth st., Granite City, Ill., care of Mrs. Roeder. 
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GIVING 


Everything in the world gives itself to all other things in the world. 

The sun gives light and warmth. It gives them because it is light 
and warmth. If we should shut ourselves away from the sun, it would 
keep on giving itself to all other persons in the world. 

The sweet wild rose along the path of our morning walk, gives 
beauty and fragrance. It cannot give anything else, because it is filled 
to overrunning with beauty and fragrance. Even if we did not walk 
in the path of the rose, it would keep on giving out itself, because 
everything in God’s world must give, give, give. 

You and I cannot help giving ourselves to the world, any more 
than the sun or the rose can help giving itself. We can choose what 
we will give, and how much of it we will give. Neither the sun nor the 
rose can do this. Because they cannot choose, they never become 
anything more than the sun or the rose. But because we can choose, 
we can change from our present conditions; we can become greater 
and better, day by day. 

We may not know what one thing it is of which we are giving 
the most, but those around us know that we are giving ourselves. They 
will think of us as carrying a blessing, of some kind. The poet, Long- 
fellow, in speaking of the beautiful girl, Evangeline, said, 

When she had passed, it seemed like the ceasing of exquisite music. 

Whatever we give, grows more and more noticeable in us. If we 
practice giving the very best we have, that best becomes stronger in us. 

e can give love until it becomes natural for us to love every one. 
Then every one will love us, and all life will become beautiful. 

We can give helpfulness until it is easy for us to be always helpful. 
Then. our lives will be like the presence of a great strength and joy in 
other people. 

Let us realize this for ourselves and for hes: 

I vill give to others all the good that can. 


QUESTIONS ON GIVING - 
What. do we all give?’ - 


How can we increase our giving?- 


LESSONS 
IMELDA OCTAVIA SHANKLIN. 
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THE FIRST FAIRIES 
EmiLy Copy 

Once upon a time there lived a wizard, a witch, and a little witch, 
who thought they had all the power in the world. They had magic 
wands, and they could change themselves into any form they wished. 
One day they decided to change themselves into “good witches,’ so 
sod did this, but they were not pleased yet. They wanted something 

er. 

“Suppose,” said the wizard, “we change ourselves into good 
fairies.” They did this. 

““We are the first fairies,”” said the one who had been the witch, 
“so we will be king, queen, and princess of the fairies.” 


Then they decided that they would go about the world doing 


_ good and making people happy, so they did this and lived happy ever 


after. 


I, TOO, AM USEFUL 
Sent in by LLoyp GEorcE MALONE 
I am little Miss Mold, and I have a cousin, Mildew, 
And, tho’ we are much despised, I will tell you what we can do. 
We gather in the lifeless forms of all the things around us, 
Be they in cold, dark cellar rooms, there’s nothing can astound us. 
We think it is a lot of fun to run around and play; 
We like to get upon the things that you have put away. 


We get upon the table cloth that has been rolled so tight 

And dampened down to iron next day, but forgotten over night. 
And when the folks discover us, we do not like their ways 

Of drowning us in buttermilk, for days and days and days. 

We know that we are useful, and that Mother Nature cares 
About our destination, and all of our affairs. 


She sends us out among the leaves, and all the fallen trees; 


We like it best if itis far from all the flowers and bees. 


YOUNG 
AUTHORS 
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*Tis there we stay and work and play, and when our work is through, 
You see all ‘round upon the ground the tree that once was new 
Has fallen into dust, and so 

*Tis used to fertilize and make the weeds and grasses grow. 


A TRUE STORY 
DoroTHY BLEDDEN 

A little girl, named Adeline, always had difficulty with her 
arithmetic. One evening, after school, she came home to find her 
mother sprinkling the lawn, and Adeline said to her, with a long face, 
“‘Mother, I simply can’t get my arithmetic lesson.” 

Her mother answered, “Go in and pray for wisdom to get your 
lesson, and you will see what will happen.” 

So Adeline did as she was told, and in thirty minutes she had 
her lesson perfectly.. The next day her teacher asked who had helped 
her. 

“T never should have gotten my lesson,’ Adeline replied, “but 
for God's help.” 

“Children,” said the teacher, “Adeline is the only one who has 
her problems. right, and that is because she has trusted to God. Al- 


ways trust God for everything, and you will get along in this world all 
right. 


FAIRY CHEER 
(Contributed by MARION GaRwoopD) 
You know, there is a fairy 

Called little Fairy Cheer; 
*Tis she, when we are grouchy, 

Who whispers in our ear: 


“Oh! smile! and do not grumble. 
A secret I will tell, 
That when we’re sweet and cheerful, 
Why! everything goes well!” 


When baby’s crying loudly, 
And you show her a toy, 
Then Fairy Cheer is coming, 

To share with you her joy. 


Or when our job seems puzzling, 
Yet we must never shirk— 

I'll tell you what we're doing: 

Good Fairy Cheer’s bright work! 
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A SUCCESSFUL VENTURE 
CLARA HEILMAN 


One day Jean Burrel came running into the room where her 
mother was sewing busily. 

“Mother,” cried she, ‘what do you think? That Anne 
Jackson cheated this morning. She looked on Marie Rosely’s paper, 
and she got the highest mark. Now she is sitting in the first seat, and 
she told everybody that she is the smartest and cleverest girl in the 
room. 

Mrs. Burrel smiled faintly when this long speech was ended, and 
she said in her low, quiet voice that Jean dearly loved, “Jean, I wish 
you would. try to win her as your friend, and try to make her see how 
ae it is to cheat and then claim all the honors as if she had done the 
work. 

Jean looked at her mother in blank amazement. 

“Mother, I could never do that.” 

Her mother said nothing, and Jean walked thoughtfully to her 
room. At last she decided. 

“T think I will try,” she said slowly to herself, and then started 
out to play. : 

The next day Jean met Anne on the playground, and she timidly 
approached. 

“Good morning, Anne,” she. 

Anne looked to see who it was, and then walked haughtily away. 

Jean was about to burst out crying, when she remembered the old 
saying : “Tf at first you don’t succeed, try, try again.” 

“T will not give up,” she murmured through half closed lips, and 
she clenched her hands. 

Now Anne was very rich, and her mother was always too busy 
to teach her little girl how much nicer it is to be good and kind than 
haughty and evil. But. one day the paper stated that the Jackson 
family had lost all their money in a business failure. ~ 

That day when Anne went to school, the girls with whom she had 
always-gone, shunned her and never glanced her way. Anne was on 
the verge of crying, when Jean came - along and put her arms around 
her and drew her into the hall. - 

“Oh!” cried Anne, can. your be: so nice to me when I was 
so mean and hateful to you?” and: she burst out crying. 

“Do not cry,’ " said Jean, “we will be the best of friends, and we 
will forget the past.” 

That night Jean said ~ iver ‘mother, “I am very glad I did not 
give up when I felt tempted. It has been a successful venture.” 

Ever afterward Jean and Anne were the staunchest friends. 
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TWO NEW WEES AND HOW THEY KEEP THE LAW 
ALICE RUTH 


Jessie is six and Milton is five, and they have just received their 
first copy of Wee Wisdom. Their parents very recently learned of 
— and have taught the children the “Prayer of Faith” that we all 
ove. 

One day when their mamma thought she was sick, Jessie and 
Milton sat down beside the couch where she rested and said the prayer 
together; very soon their mamma was surprised to find herself feeling 
perfectly well. 

Another day they were driving to the farm in a big farm wagon, 
and Jamie, the puppy, was with them, full of frolic and excitement. 
It was so fine outdoors, every one was happy until Jamie got under 
the wagon wheel and was run over. Quickly Papa got out and picked 
up little Jamie, who was quivering and crying. Jessie cried, too, even 
after Jamie had gone to sleep in the wagon. Presently her papa said, 
ons cry, Jessie; say your little prayer for Jamie, and he'll be all 
right.” 
“T’ve been saying it, Papa, all the time,” she said. 

“See how comfortably Jamie is sleeping,” said Papa. A\l- 
though he had observed that Jamie’s leg was broken, he wondered how 
the dog escaped alive. 

That night when the children were going to bed, Jessie said, “Say 
your prayers twice tonight, Milton, once for yourself and once for 
Jamie; that’s what I’m going to do.” 

Jamie slept well all night, and the next day he delighted the 
children by following them about in their play, as happily as ever. 


WEE WISDOM 
_ FLORINE FRAZER (age 9) 
“Oh! can I have Wee Wisdom, Mother?” 
“T can have it, Brother!” 
I am so very glad 


That now I won’t be bad. 


Mother said I couldn’t have it at first, 
And I felt like I was going to burst; 
But when she saw it 


She changed her mind a bit, 


And sent for it right away. 
It will help us pass the day. 
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For nearly four thousand years it has been a pastime in China to 
form all sorts of quaint figures, using only seven pieces of cardboard 
or flat wood, cut from a square, in the shapes indicated above. A few 
specimens of these funny little figures are given, but you will find that 
many interesting and amusing arrangements can be made. A good 
puzzle is made by giving your friends the seven pieces of cardboard and 
asking them to construct again a perfect square. 


} 
TANGRAMS 
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Lesson 12, JUNE 19, 1921. 
MAKING THE SOCIAL ORDER CHRISTIAN.—Luke 4:16-21; 
Matthew 25:34-40. 

GOLDEN TEXT—Jnasmuch as ye did it unto one of these my brethren, 
even these least, ye did it unto me.—Matt. 25:40. 

In our lesson today we find Jesus once more in Nazareth, the place 
where he had been raised as a carpenter boy. On the Sabbath day, he 
walked into the synagogue and stood up to read to his townspeople. He 
loved this home of his childhood, and he longed to make known the way of 
life to his own townspeople. He told them, in his sweet simple way, that he 
had been anointed to preach the gospel, heal the sick, and do many other 
wonderful things. Doubtless this greatly surprised his friends, for they re- 
membered him only as the carpenter’s boy who had grown up in their midst. 
The latter half of our lesson shows how Jesus appreciated the help which 
his friends had given to those less fortunate than themselves. They were 
surprised when Jesus told them that they had ministered unto him, also. 
Does it not show a beautiful spirit when one ministers to a needy friend, 
without a thought of a return? Whenever we do a good deed for any- 
body, we are also doing it for the Lord, and we are blessed even more than 
the one to whom we minister. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

What did Jesus show by his return to Nazareth to preach to his towns- 
people? Love for his old friends. 

What has one’s occupation in life to do with his teaching and preach- 
ing and healing? Nothing, if he is willing to serve the Lord. 

Why do we minister to Jesus Christ when we minister to others? Be- 
cause he is one with all people, even “the least.” 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—lInfinite Love prompts me 
to do good to all people. 


Meo 
3 


3 
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Lesson 13, JUNE 26, 1921. 
REVIEW—THE SOCIAL TASK OF THE CHURCH. 


GoLDEN TEXT—He shall dwell with them, and they shall be his 
peoples.—Rev. 21:3. 

Let us review our lessons by talking for a few moments on the main 
point in each lesson. 

Lesson I.—We should be unselfish enough to put the interests of others 
before our own. 

Lesson I].—We should so live that others will see in our lives the 
Truth we teach. 

Lesson III.—We can serve the Lord in our work as well as in our 
leisure time. 

Lesson IV.—A true Christian is ready to help the needy ones about 
him. 

Lesson V.—Teach God’s word wherever you can. 

Lesson VI.—We should consider the Sabbath every day and not just 
once a week. 

Lesson VIL—Codperate with others in your service to the Father. 

Lesson VIII.—Little children should be taught God’s word. 

Lesson IX.—We should make ourselves a neighbor to all who need 
our help. 

Lesson X.—Those who serve the Lord are the ones who will receive 
his blessings. 

Lesson XI.—Help as many to be glad and happy, as you can, by 
teaching them the Truth. 

Lesson XII.—If a neighbor is hungry, feed him; if he is thirsty, give 
him to drink; if a stranger comes to your door, take him in; if he is naked, 
clothe him; if he is sick, visit him. If we do these things, we do them unto 
Jesus Christ. 


Lesson |, JuLy 3, 1921. 
r HE EARLY LIFE OF SAUL.—Acts 21:39; 22:3, 28; II Tim- 
othy 3:14, 15; Deuteronomy 6:4-9. 

GoLDEN TEXT—T oday if ye shall hear his voice, Harden not your 
hearts.—Hebrews 3:7, 8. 

Paul was a very wise man, and a skillful speaker. In today’s lesson 
we find him standing before a great crowd of his unsaved countrymen, 
feeling that he must speak to them and tell them the wonderful things he 
knows of the Lord and his help. It mattered not that these people had just 
sought to kill him—he loved them just the same. Think of that! Surely, 
if Paul could have so much love in his heart, we can manage to show 
enough love, when our playmates disagree or become angry, to bring about 
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peace and harmony. Paul set a wonderful example of loyalty to Christ, 
love to man, and eagerness to preach the Gospel. He showed a wonder- 
fully forgiving spirit, if he could forgive and love those who had just sought 
to kill him. In the latter half of the lesson, Paul tells his friends the things 
they must do to be true Christians. The principal part of his instruction to 
them was to love and obey God. That is what is required to make a real 
Christian. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

How could Paul forgive those who had so wronged him? Because 
his heart was filled with the forgiving love which remembers no wrong. 

How can we follow Paul’s example in speaking to his countrymen? 
We can tell our friends and playmates about the Truth which blesses all 
who know about it. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—The loving and forgiving 
spirit of Christ is upon me. 


Lesson 3, JULy 17, 1921. 
SAUL THE PHARISEE.—Acts 7:54; 8:3;22:3, 4; 26:4, 5, 9, 10. 

GoLDEN TExT—Jesus Christ came into the world to save sinners; 
of whom I am chief.—I Timothy 1:15. 
' The people were gathered together in Jerusalem, listening to the words 

of Stephen, a very good man, and one who followed closely in the steps 
of his Master. Stephen told the people many things they could not under- 
stand, and they rebuked him; but he looked steadfastly into heaven, and 
continued his sermon. This made them very angry; they rushed upon him, 
crying loudly and stoning him; and they cast him out of the city. Now 
you might suppose that Stephen would wish to see these people punished 
for their cruel treatment of him, but this was not the case. He knelt down 
and prayed that the Lord would not hold their sin against them. There 
was one man who looked upon Stephen’s persecution with delight, and that 
was Saul of Tarsus. But Stephen prayed even for him, and his prayer was 
answered. Saul of Tarsus not only became a Christian, but also an apos- 
tle of Jesus Christ, as we shall learn in future lessons. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

Tell in your own words what you find noble in Stephen’s character, 
and what example he sets us. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—!/ freely forgive others, 
as the Father forgives me. 


Lesson 3, JULY 17, 1921. 
THE CONVERSION OF SAUL.—Acts 9:1-12, 17-19. 
GoLDEN TExT—Faithful is the saying, and worthy of all acceptation, 
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that Jesus Christ came into the world to save sinners; of whom I am chief. 
I Timothy 1:15. 

Saul, the man who was so rejoiced over the persecution of Stephen, 
was very bitter against Jesus and his disciples, and he talked bitterly and 
harshly against them. But at the proper time, the Lord revealed himself 
unto Saul and converted him. Saul was going to Damascus, and as he 
drew near to the city, a light from heaven suddenly shone about him. He 
was so surprised that he dropped to the ground. Suddenly a voice spoke 
to him, and said, “Saul, Saul, why persecutest thou me?” Saul was so 
astonished that he did not know what to do, but he knew the voice to be 
that of the Lord. He asked, ““Who art thou, Lord?” The Lord told him 
to go into the city, and there he would be told what to do. When Saul 
arose, he opened his eyes, but could not see. His friends took him into the 
city, and the Lord sent Ananias to him to restore his sight. Ananias ex- 
plained that he had been sent by the Lord, and that Saul was to be filled 
with the Holy Spirit. Then Saul was baptized; and he rejoiced that he 
had determined to serve the Lord. He then regained his sight. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

What was the voice which Saul heard? The voice of the Holy 
Spirit. 

Was Saul the only one who was ever to hear this voice? No; we 
may all hear it if we will be still, and listen for it. 

Was it Ananias who restored Saul’s sight? No; in reality it was the 
Lord who worked through Ananias. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—I love the Lord and 
rejoice in the fulfillment of his word. 


A PRAYER 
Marion CoRNWELL (Age 11) 


Father, O Father, send us, this day, 
Knowledge and wisdom, I pray! 


Love and kindness, and they’re just a few 
Of the many great gifts that I pray for from you. 


Thou art my shepherd, I am thy lamb. 
Helpless and lonely without thee, I am. 


Father, O Father, send us, this day, 
Knowledge and wisdom, I pray! 

(Marion lives in Winchester, Va., 300 South Washington st. 
Marion tells Wee Wisdom: “Words really can’t tell how much I get 
out of you, and how much I love you. I am sending you a poem that 
came to me when I was asking God to help me make one.’’) 
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“Tell you what I like the best— 
"Long about knee-deep in June, 
Bout the time strawberries melts 
On the vine—some afternoon 
Like to jest git out and rest, 
And not work at nothin’ else.” 


That is what James Whitcomb Riley said that he liked to do in 
June. I think most of us will agree that it is a pleasant thing to do. 
Riley’s mind was busy, even if his body was “‘lazin’ there.” When we 
read the rest of the poem, we find that he noticed the nest of the blue- 
bird, and watched the swallows soar. He enjoyed the colors of the 
birds and the smell of the clover bloom. He was drinking in life and 
love and beauty, as he lay out in the orchard. It was a good way to 
be lazy, if it made him realize how beautiful June is—wasn’t it > 

When we are so busy doing things, our minds often fail to get 
clear impressions of the things around us. So on these warm days, 
when we like best to be quiet until evening brings cool shadows, it would 
be fun to see how many surprising things we can learn about the world 
around us. We can learn many things about birds by quietly watch- 
ing them. I had seen a pair of what I thought were ordinary black- 
birds, flying about all one morning while I was busy at my housework. 
It was not until I sat down quietly to rest that I discovered the beau- 
tiful patch of red on each wing. The red is so far up on the wing that 
it is not easily seen, but when the bird is flying in just the right position, 
it is very striking. My discovery turned an ordinary morning into a 
pleasant memory. 

Then Son and I had never seen the yellow in the flicker’s wings, 
although we are very well acquainted with him. Our eyes had 
been attracted by the brilliant dash of red on his head; but it was not 
until we had read of “Yellow Wing, the flicker,” in “The Bird Book,” 


that we saw the yellow on his wings. 
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The shapes of the leaves, and the bark on the trees are interesting 


to note. 

This noticing game may be played in the city as well as in the 
country. From your own front porch, you may be able to see many 
things you haven’t noticed before. How many kinds of trees are 
there in your block? Do all of the houses seem to invite you to come 
in, or do some of them order ydu to stay away, like the signs on the 
grass > 

Why—when you really begin looking at things, a new world pops 
right out of the old one we thought we knew so well. When we are 
resting in the shade this summer, instead of fanning ourselves and say- 
ing “Whew! it’s hot!””—we can play the noticing game. It will add, 
to the storehouse of our minds, joys which will be ours forever, besides 
helping us to spend a very happy June day. 


GOD WILL PROVIDE 
Mrs. C. W. Warp 


“Once upon a time,” there lived a widow and her only child, a 
little girl of six, who were in what the world calls “poor circumstances.” 
This mother had never been taught to work, but in her school training 
she had been taught that “God will provide.” 

Now this dear mother had no money, and seemed unable, be- 
cause of inexperience, to secure a position. In the kitchen there were 
only a glass of jelly, a small piece of bread, and a little sugar and 
coffee. About noon a man came to the door to ask for something to 
eat, saying he was very hungry. The good woman did not like to re- 
fuse him, so she asked him in, and divided the bread between him and 
the child, and gave him a cup of coffee, and put the jelly on the table. 
She did not forget to ask the blessing, and they ate and were satisfied. 

After the man had gone, the good woman became despondent. 
The little girl, seeing her mother looking so sad, went to her and put 
her arm about her mother’s shoulder, and said, ““Never mind, Mother, 
God will provide.” . This strengthened the mother. 

A little later, the child went out on the sidewalk to play, and the 
mother sat in the doorway, watching her. As the little girl ran around 
the trees at the edge of the walk, she ran.right into a man, whom she 
had not seen approaching. The little girl asked his pardon very 
sweetly. The gentleman assured her it was.as much his fault as hers, 
and gave her fifty cents, saying, “Here, you may get some candy.” 
The little girl did not spend the money for candy, but gave it to her 
mother, who took it as coming from God, and remembered that he will 


provide. 
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Now the days are long and 
happy, 

And the nights are warm and 
bright ; 

So when we eat our supper 


We do not need a light. 


I play out in the twilight, 
And don’t go to bed so soon. 
Do you think it any wonder 
Tam glad that it is June? 
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